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A FISHING.

A youth and a maid went a fishing one day-- One

sunshlnr morning In May;
She with a sketch book, he with a fly.
And little they guessed that Cupid so sty
That Cup'd himself was fishing; hard by

- Was fishing Just over the way.

Cnpld's bow was unstrung oa that morning in
May.

And made with the bowitring a e that
day.

And over the way, had he happened to look,
Sate he oC tho fishing rod, she ot the book,
Little thinking that Cupid was fishing the

brook,
Tho very same brooklet as they.

And so it fell out as they angled away;
A big shiny carp came that way;
And as in a moment they each made a cast,
Cupid's line caught the line of, the youth as It

passed.
And tangled him up with thp maiden so fast-- la

a tangle so witchingty woven they say
It has cot been untied since that morning in

Max.
Life.

BENTLY'S PRACTICE.

The Fortunate Result of an Un-

pleasant Predicament.

When Bently anil I were first mar-

ried wc lived atTJradham, a large man-

ufacturing town in Yorkshire. I am
thankful to say we do not live thcro
now; only those who hayc had experi
ence of that place can nnagmc bow

' horrible it is.
Fancy a great big city with between

two and three thousand inhabitants all
devoted to wool living by it and for
it, talking, dicaming and thinking
nothing but wool, with hundreds of tall
chimnics from the mills, all pouring
forth volumes of smoke and all mak-

ing cloth, or shoddy, or something of
thai kind, as fast as they can; and with
all this, not a ghost of a sheep to be
seen unless one goes miles out on to
the moors, and even then the air is full
of smoke that the poor dears arc quite
black and grimy and haven't a clean
back among them; so different from
the "Improved Lciccstcrs" my father
breeds on his farm in Devonshire, who
have fleeces as white as snow, and who
look perfectly sweet when they arc
washed and started off to the Bath and
West of England show with blue rib-
bons round their necks.

Think what Br.idham was to me!
used as I had been all my life to the re-

fined society of a Cathedral town; for I
can assure you that the inhabitants of
Bradhum arc not charming; they are
mostly very rich, and live in great
bouses with hosts of servants; the
women dress very gorgeously, and the
men have a taste for diamond studs
and large watch chains; they have, with
few exceptions, lisen from the very
lowest classes, and arc not nice in
their prosperity, but bumptious and
vulgar, and rather contemptuous
toward those who are not as wealthy
as they are.

When Bcntly bought a practice
there every one seemed to think that it
would be a good thing, that it was a
fine opening, and that we would get on
well; and in the end their conjectures
proved true, though not at all in the
way they imagined.

1 was really very miserable at Brad-ba- m

for two years, for I could not get
on with the people, and of course a
doctor's wife ought to be on good terms
with everybody. The only person I
cared for at all was Lizzie Dacrcs. She
and her mother lived in a little house
near to us; they were not at all well
oft, and Lizzie did china painting. She
and I got very friendly, and we spent a
good deal of time together.

Just at first the practice seemed a
good one, and then it began steadily to
fall off. Whether it was that people
did not like Bcntly, or thought him too
young, I can not tell; but a great many
who had been his predecessor's pa-

tients never sent for him at all, but
employed some one else, and he grew
very melancholy over it.

I had no fortune of my own, and ho
only what he earned, as he had invest-
ed all his money in th:s affair, so that
if it failed 'it would be a very black
lookout for us. He did not like to put
down his carriage and horse, for it
looks so bad for a doctor to have to re-

trench, people invariably say he does
not succeed because he is incapable; so
then wc were living far beyond our
means and getting into debt

It was very unpleasant, and I was al-

ways reproaching inj-sel- for I fancied
it was partly my fault Every one used
to tell ns "the late man's wife" had
made his practice for him.

I used to sit and think and think what
Mrs. Moxon could have done, and how
I could possibly make Bently's practice.

I heard of a doctor's wife once who
gave a supper and colored all the jel-
lies with some pink stuff she found in
the surgery, and the next day every
one was so violently ill that her hus-
band could not go to bed for three
nights, but had to spend all his time
ministering to his

I knew that Mrs. Moxon used to give
swell dinner parties, and I used to
wonder if she artfully poisoned the en-

trees, and, if so, what she did it with.
One day Bcntly came in looking

rather less blue than usual.
"Madge," he said, "I have got a nice

new P. T. (we used to call tho patients
P. TVs), and who do you think it is?"

"I could not guess, so at last he had
to tell me Mr. Jerry Winterbottom, of
Barrowelough.

Mr. Jerry Winterbottom was enor-
mously rich and very influential, for
besides being a mill-own- he had a
great deal of land and house property.
I knew him and his wife quite well by
sight; they were both very large, and
people always spoke of them as "a fine
couple" in appearance, at least, they
were very imposing. They had the
biggest horses and the tallest footmen
in 'Bradham, and only one child to
leave every thing to.

"Young Jerry," as he was always
called, was about twenty-fou- r, and
quite different from his parents. He
was small and slight and delicate, with
deep-s- et eyes that were never still, but
always clancinsr nervously about.

!His father and mother were devoted

to him, but I don't think they under
stood him the least; they were always
trying to make him as pretentious as
themselves, and push him forward,
when all ho wanted was to be left In
peace in the background.

He might have been very happy, for
he loved books, music and painting,
and had money to indulge his tastes iir
all three; but Mr. Winterbottom did
not approve of what he called "artistic
trash," and always wanting to stir
Jerry up, and make him take an inter-
est in politics; he actually had an idea
at one time of making him stand for
the borough.

Mrs. Winterbottom was just as bad.
and tho two used to badger and worry
that poor boy (all from a mistaken no-

tion of what was good for him!) till I
think they made him as unhappy as a
boy could be. To crown all, they set
their hearts on his marrying Charlotte
l'orritt, tho daughter of Mr. Winter-bottom- 's

partner. Charlotte was a
young woman of the style called
"dashing," with big black eyes and a
loud voice. Young Jerry hated her,
and opposed his parents to the limit of
his feeble will; then he gave in.

Just when they had wrung a prom-
ise from him to propose to Charlotte,
ho fell ill of a kind of intermittent
fever, and then it was they called in
Bently. Though Jeiry was ill, he was
not so bad as to be confined to the
house altogether; sometimes he had to
stop in and lie on the sof.i, but some-
times he was stiong enough to go out
and walk about Bently said ho was
not to be worried or contradicted at
all, but must be allowed to do just
what he liked, and to amuse himself as
much as possible

One day, my husband told me that
Mr. and Mrs. Y intcrbotlom were go-

ing to call on me. 1 suppose I made
rather a face, for he said, a little
sharply:

"Now do be careful what you say
and how you behave, they are the best
patients I have; arid please be amiable
and conciliatory even if they do pat-
ronize a little."

I was as anxious to secure their
good will as he was. for I knew what
an influential connection theirs was;
so I determined when they came to put
on my prettiest manners.

The day after the announcement of
their approaching visit was made was
pouring wet, so wet that nobody would
have thought of going out Lizzie Da-

crcs just ran in after lunch, and wc sat
gossiping over the lire till about three,
then I suddenly said:

"No ono will call I shall
wash my hair."

I have an inconvenient amount of
hair, and it is a very serious affair to
wash it.

Well, I was sitting on the edge of
the fender, in an old red rag of a dressing--

gown, with all my tresses in wet
rat-tai- ls about my shoulders, and a
towel in my hand, when there came a
tremendous ring at the front-do- bell.

Wc were in the dining-roo- I must
tell you, and there was no fire in the
drawing-roo-

The peal had hardly died away,
when we heard heavy footsteps, and
Sarah's voice in sprightly tones of wel-
come, saying:

"Oh, yes mum! She's at home!"
I gave one glance of agony at Liz7ic,

and then sprang lightly into a large
cupboard where wc kept jars and
newspapers, and diew the door to after
me.

In this cupboard was another door
opening into the biirgery, and my idea
had been to escape through it and up
the back stairs, then, after a few min-
utes spent on a hurried toilet I could
descend gracefully attired. During
those few minutes Lizzie would enter-
tain the visitors.

Imagine my horror when I found the
door of exit locked, while, oh! dismal
truth! the visitors were none other
than tho Jerry Wintcrbottoms, before
whom I could not appear in my cccen-tii- c

cotume.
Lizzie, w ho had divined my plan of

escape, but w ho was, of course, igno-
rant of its frustration, began to con-
verse in the most elegant manner, and
confirmed Sarah's statement that I was
at home, adding that I would be down
in a moment having just been called
to the nursery!

This was all very well for five, for
ten, even for fifteen minutes; but at
last the convers ttion, which had been
getting more and more jerky and dis-

connected, stopped altogether, and a
painful silence fell.

To add to the agony of my position,
a deadly fear was seizing hold of me
that Bently would come into the sur-
gery, and would, all unconsciously,
open the door of communication, and
send me flying as from a catapult wet
hair, red dressing-gow- towel and all,
into the startled midst of the Winter-bottom- s.

It was not till afterward that I dis-
covered that this fear, at least was
groundless; the cupboard door shut
with a spring, and could only be open-
ed from the outside.

By and by the distraught Elizabeth
spoke again.

"I do not think the maid can have
told Mrs. Ellis you were here. If you
will excuse me, I will go and see."

Then I heard her leave the room,
and Mrs. Jerry say to Mr. Jerry:

"How very extraordinary! Do you
think any thing has happened? Do
you think she has gone mad? I have
heard from one or two people that she
is a little queer."

I had to bito my tongue to prevent
myself from screaming out "Who?"
at the idea of people being so horrid
as to say I was "queer," just because I
kept myself to mj-sel- as our old nurse
used to say.

"Such conduct is more than queer,
itis impudent" answered her husband
in his most pompous tones; "But if
this rudeness is intentional I shall
know how to punish it"

Then I heard hurried footsteps pass-
ing to and fro overhead; they were evi-

dently seeking me it was too terrible!
I dared not move or make a sound, and
I was so unhappy!

Presently Lizzie came back, and said,
in a troubled voice:

fl. am very sorry. I am afraid there
has been some mistake. The servant
misunderstood. Mrs. Ellis is not at
home."

"Not at home!" echoed Mr. Winter- -

bottom; "why, you told me she was
yourself.

"1 know but I but she she must
have gome out!"

"Gone outl" cried Mr. Winterbot-
tom. "Come, my dear, there is no
mistake about that we won't intrude
any longer." And the pair swept out
of the room.

Lizzie followed them, and she and
Nurse having come to the conclusion
that I must somehow have slipped out
of the house and perhaps gono to Mrs.
Dacres', went home, and I was left in
my dark corner sobbing with misery.

What would Bently say? his best pa
tients mortally offended! I was too
unhappy to make any effort to attract
attention, but lay huddled up among
the old Lancets and Daily Telegraphs,
when the bell rang again, and this time
some one went into the consulting
room, saying: "Very well, I wilJ
wait"

I could hear this person fidetging
about taking tho books from the
shelves, and opening and shutting the
drawers in the escritoire.

I was just thinking how inquisitive
it was, and how anno3'ed Bcntly would
be at such behavior, when tho new-
comer walked into the surgery. There
was a wide crack in the wall, and
through it I could see the prying indi-
vidual was young Jerry Winterbottom.
Was I ever to be delivered from that
family?

I thought he looked more than usually
flustered and odd, and he did not sit
still, but pulled the bottles about just as
he had done the books, and talked to
himself in a rambling, incoherent way,
then he began to dance softly up and
down, first on one leg and then on the
other, and to make the most hotrible
grimaces.

There is something to me very fas-
cinating in people who make faces, and
I was watching him intently, and even
imitating v him a little, when sud-
denly he caught sight of an instrument-cas- e

on the bible; his eyes lighted up,
he pounced on it opened it and drew
out a knife, sharp and awful looking.

He ran his finger up and down the
edge, laughing all the time. Then he
went up to the looking-glas- s and un-

buttoned his collar he was going to
cut his throat!

I was so scared that I could not artic-
ulate; but I flung myself against the
door and yelled a wild, unearthly yell.

This, coming as it apparently did
from nowhere at all, frigntcned him so
thnt he sprang back into a corner,
where ho crouched, rolling his eyes
and trembling with terror.

I kept on shrieking as loudly as ever
I could, but I don't believe the servants
would ever have heard me, and I
should have gone as mad as young Jer-
ry himself, if Timothy Donovan, an
Irish laborer, had not happened to
come in for his mother's medicine.

He thought Mr. Winterbottom had
got an attack of "tho horrors," a mal-
ady with which he was familiar, and on
whose treatment he had ideas of his
own. He called in Edward, the page,
and between them they tied tho poor
fellow's arms and legs securely. They
had just finished when Bcntly ap-

peared, in t'mc to hear my last fccblo
scream before J fainted.

The Wintcrbottoms were awfully
kind; the declared I had saved their
son's life, and that Bcntly saved it
again when he pulled him through his
I rain fever.

When Jerry was convalescent ho
went abroad with my husband for a
six months' tour. Of course I hated
parting from Bcntly, but I knew i
was a splendid thing for him. After-
ward lie sold the Bradham practice
and Mr. Winterbottom helped him into
one in London where he is getting on
splendidly.

Young Winterbottom is a different
fellow now; his father and mother let
him do just as he likes, and tho conse-
quence is that he is going to turn out
a very good artist His father hangs
the walls of with his pro-
ductions, ami it is very funny to hear
him when he discourses on them to his
friends:

"Queer fancy this of my boy's, for
dabbling and daubbing; but they tell
me he's clever at it, and there's one
thing he need never sec the inside of
the mills if he don't want I've plenty
for both plenty for both."

Jerry has a studio near us in Ken-
sington, and comes often to see us. The
most interesting thing of all is, that
he has fallen in love with Lizzie Dacrcs,
and they are to be married in the
spring. The old people are delighted.

Agnes Power, in N. 1 Independent.

Trunks and Their Cost.
"The Saratoga trunk continues to bo

the most popular," said a n

trunk dealer to a reporter. "It is
light, roomy, and contains a patent
tray which has seized upon the fancy of
the public For traveling short dis-

tances, or goiug out of town for the
summer, it is the best that is made.
For European travel, a
trunk is the best because the strongest
These trunks are more expensive than
the Saratoga and less roomy, but they
stand the hardest kind of treatment
Saratoga trunks average in price from

6 to 20, whereas trunks
run from 325 to $100. Tho latc3t idea
in trunks is to have a looking glass at-

tached to the bottom of the tray. It
can not be broken when the trunk is
properly packed." N. T. Mail and
Express.

e
If you are contemplating a trip to

Mexico, says a correspondent of the
2'roy Times, the sooner you make it the
better. Every thing is in a transition
state. Old things arc fast passing
away, and not only the ancient land-
marks but customs and traditions which
gave the country its greatest charm,
are disappearing like dew before the
morning sun. This is especially notice-
able in the picturesque costumes of the
country, which arc fast being discarded
for American fashions.

The temperature 1,000 feet in
Cave, Fayette County, Pa.

was 46 degrees while outside at tho
same time it was 90 and the water from
a spring in the cave was at 43 degrees,
the coldest spring water in the country.

Arizona produced 16,000,000
pounds of copper last year.

The Power of the Gospel Shown by
Overwhelming Proof.

Faith tho Christtaa's IartactMe Weapon
la tho Conflict Mere Argument aa

Nothing Before the Testimo-
ny of Witnesses.

"The Facts Proved" wa the subject of
Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage's fifth sermon at
"The Hamptons," the discourse being
founded on the following text:

We are witnesses. Acts ill., 11.

In the days of George Stephenson, tho
perfecter of the locomotive engine, the
scientists proved conclusively that a rail-
way train could never be driven, by steam
power successfully and without peril ; but
tho rushing express trains from Liverpool
to Edinburgh and from Edinburg to Lon-
don, have mnde all the nation witnesses of
tho splendid achievement Machinists
and navigators proved conclusively that a
steamer could never cross the Atlantic
ocean: but no sooner had thoy successfully
proved tho impossibility of such an under
taking than the work was done, nnd the
passengers on the Cnnard, and thelnman,
and the National, and the White Star lines
are witnesses. There went up a guffaw
of wiso langhtor at Prof. Morse's
proposition to make the lightning of
Heaven his errand bov, and it wns proved
conclusively that tho thing could never be
done: but now all the news of the wide
world, put in your hnnds every morning
and night, has made all nations witnesses.

Bo in tho time of Christ it was proved
conclusively that it wns impossible for
him to rise from the dead. It was shown
logically that when a man was dead he
was dead, and the heart nnd
the liver and the lungs having ceased to
perform their offices, the limbs would be
rigid beyond all power of friction or
arousal. They showed it to be an nbso-lu- te

absurdity that the dead Christ should
get up a'ivo: but no sooner had thoy
proved this than tho dead Christ arose,
and the disciples boheld him, and tbey
took the witness-stan- d to prove that to be
true which tho wiseacres of the day had
proved to be impossible; the record of the
experiment and of the testimony is in tho
text:

Him hath God raised from the dead, whereof
wo arewltnrsses.

Now, let me piny tho skeptic for a mo-
ment.

"There is no God," says the skeptic, "for
I have never seen him with my physical
ovesight. Your Bible is a pack of contra-
dictions. There never was a miracle.
Lazarus was not raised from tho dead,
nnd the water wns never turned into
wine. Your religion is nn imposition on
the credulity of the ages."

There is an aged man moving in that
pew as though he would like to respond.
Hero are hundreds of peoplo with fnee.s a
little flushed at these announcements, and
nil through this house there is a sup-
pressed feeling which would like to speak
out in behalf of tho truth of our glorious
Christianity, as in the days of tho text,
crying out:

Wo are witnesses.
The fact is, that if this world Is ever

brought to God it will not bo through ar-
gument, but through testimony. You
might cover the whole earth with apolo-
gies for Christianity and learned treatises
in defense of religion you would
not convert a soul. Lectures
on tho harmony between science
and religion are beautiful mental discip-
line, but have never saved a soul, and
nover will save a soul. Put a man of tho
world and a man of tho church against
each other, nnd tho man of the world will
in all probability get tins (triumph. There
are a thonsand things in our religion that
seems illogical to tho world, nnd always
will seem illogical.

Our weapon in this conflict is faith, not
logic; faith, not metaphysics; faith, not
profundity: faith, not scholastic explora-
tion. But, then, in order to hnvo faith, wo
must have testimony, and if 530 men, or
1,000 men, or WKl.OOOmen, or B.000.000 men
get up nnd tell me that they havo felt the
religion of Jesus Christ a joy, n comfort, a
help, an inspiration, I am bound as a

man to accept their testimony. I
want just now to put before you threo
propositions, tho truth of which I think
this audience will attest w ith overwhelm-
ing unanimity.

Tho first proposition is: Wo ore
that the religion of Christ is able to

convert a soul.
The Gospel may have had a hard timo to

conquer us, we may havo fought it back,
but wo woro vanquished. You say con-
version is only an imaginary thing. "tt'e
know better.

We are witnesses.
There never was so great a change in

our heart and life on any other subject as
on this. People laugh'ed at the mission-
aries in Madagascar because they preached
ten years without one convert; but there
aro thiity.throe thousand converts in Mad-
agascar

People laughed at Dr. Jndson, the Bap-
tist missionary, because ha kept on preach-
ing in Burmah five years without a single
convert; but there aro twenty thousand
Baptists in Bnrstnh People
laughed at Dr. Morrison, in China, for
preaching there seven years without a
single conversion; but there are flftcon
thousand Christians in China Peo-
ple laughed at tho missionaries for preach-
ing at Tahiti for fifteen years without a
ingle conversion, and at the missionaries

for preaching Ih Bengal seventeen years
withont a single conversion; vot in all
those lands there are multitudes of Chris--
tians y.

But why go so far to find evidences of
the Gospel's power to savo a soul?

We are witnesses.
We were so proud that no man could

have humbled ns; we were so hard that no
earthly power could have melted us;
angels ot God were all around about us,
they could not overcome ns; but one day,
perhaps at a Methodist anxious-sea- t, er at
a Presbyterian catechetical lecture, or at
a burial, or on horseback, a power seized
us, and made us get down, and made ns
tremble, and made us kneel, and made ns
cry for mercy; and we tried to wrench
ourselves away from the grasp, bat we
could not It flung us flat, and when we
arose we were as much changed as
Gourgis, the heathen, who went into a
prayer-meetin- g with a dagger and a gun,
to disturb the meeting and destroy it, but
the next day was found crying:

"Ohl my great sins! Oh! my great
Saviour !" and for eleven years be preached
the Gospel of Christ to bis

the hut words on his dying lips
being.

"Free grace!"
Ob, it was free grace,!
There is a man who was for ten years a

hard drinker. The dreadful appetite had
sent down its roots around the palate and
the tongue, and on down nntil they were
interlinked with the vitals of body, mind
and soul; but he has hot token any stimu-
lants for twa years. What did that? Not
temperance societies. Not prohibition
laws. Not moral suaswu. Conversion did
it

uYi"izr." said ono upon whom the great
change had come, "sir, I feel just as
though I were somebody else."

There is a sea captain who sworo all tho
way from New York to Havana nnd from
Havana to San FrauKsco. and when he
was in port he was worse than when he
was on tho sea. What power was it that
washed his tongue clean of profanities and
made him a psalm-singer- ? Conversion by
tho Holy Spirit.

There are thousands of this
houso ht .who are no more what they

ace were than m water-lil- y is nightshade, J

or a morning lark la a vulture, or day is
iKM.
Now, if I should demand that all these

people ia this boom who have felt the
converting power of religion should rise,
so far from being ashamed, they would
spring to their feet with snore alacrity than
they ever sprang to tho dance, the tears
mingling with their exhilaration, as they
'Cried:

We are witnesses.
And it they tried to sing the old Gospel

hymn, they would break 'down with emo-

tion by the time they got to the second
line:

Ashamed of Jesus, that dear friend.
On whom my hopes of Heaven dependf
No! When I blush, he this my shame,

" That I no more revere His name.
Again, I remark that "we are witnesses"

of the Gospel's power to comfort.
When a man has trouble the world comes

in and says:
"Now get your mind off this. Go out

and breathe the fresh air. Plunge deeper
into business."

What poor advice. Get your mind off of
it, when every thing is upturned with the
bereavement, nnd every thing reminds
you of what you have'lost. Get your miud
off of it. They might as well advise you
to stop thinking. You can not stop think-
ing, and you can not stop thinking in that
direction. Take a walk in the fresh air.
Why, along that very street, or that very
road, she once accompanied you. Out of
thnt grass plot she once plucked flowers,
or into that show window she looked,
fascinated, saying:

"Como, see the pictures."
Go deeper into business! "Why, she was

associated with all yourbuRinessambition,
and since she has gono you have no ambi
tion left.

Oh, this is a clumsy world when it tries
to comfort a broken heart ! I can build a
Corliss engine, I can paint a Itaphael's
"Madonna," I can play a Beethoven's
"Symphony" as easily as this world can
comfort a broken heart. And yet you
have been comforted. How was it done?
Did Christ come to you and say:

"Get your mind off this; go out and
breathe the fresh air; plunge deeper into
business?"

No. There was a minute when he came
to yos perhaps in the watches of the
night, perhaps in your place ot business,
perhaps along the street and he breathed
something into your soul that gave peace,
rest, infinite quiet, so that you could take
out the photograph of the departed one and
look into the eyes and the face of the dear
one, and say:

"It is all right; she is better off; I would
not call her back. Lord, I thank thee that
thou bast comforted mv poor heart."

There are Christian parents here who are
willing to testify to the power of this
Gospel to comfort. Your son had just
graduated from school or college, and w as
going into business, and the Lord took
him. Or your daughter bad just gradu
ated from the young ladies' seminary, and
you thought she was going to be a useful
woman and of long life; but the Lord took
her, and you were tempted to say:

"All this culture of twenty years for
nothing!"

Or the little child came home from school
with the hot fever that stopped not for the
agonized prnycr or for the skillful physi-
cian, nnd the little child was taken. Or
the babo was lifted out of your arms by
some quick epidemic, and you stood won
dering why God ever gavo you that child
at nil, if so soon lie was to take it away.
And yot you are not repining, you aro not
fretful, you are not fighting against God.
What has enabled you to stand all the
trial?

"Oh," you say, "I took the medicine that
God gavo my sick soul. In my distress I
threw myself at the feet of a sympathiz-
ing God; nnd when I was too weak to
prny, or to look up, ho breathed into mo a
peace that I think must be the foretaste of
that Heaven whero there is neither a tear,
nor n farewell, nor a grave."

Come, all ye who have been out to the
grave to weep there come, all yo comfort-
ed souls, get up off your knees. Is thero
no power in this Gospel to soothe the heart?
Is there no power in this religion to quiet
the worst paroxysm of griiJf? Therecomes
up an answer from comforted widowhood,
and orphanage, and childlessness, saying:

"Aye, aye, wo nro witnesses !"
Again, I remark that we nre witnesses

of tho fact that roligion has power to give
composure in the last moment. I shall
never forget tho first timo I confronted
death. Wo went across tho corn fields in
the country. I was led by my father's
hand, and we ciimo to tho farm house
where the bereavement hnd come, and we
aw tho crowd of wagons and carriages;

but there was one carriage that especially
attracted by boyish attention, and It had
black plumes. I said:

"What's that? what's that? Why thoso
black tassels at the top?"

After it was explained to me, I was
lifted up to look upon the bright f ce of an
aged Christian womnn, who three days
before had departed in triumph. The
whole scono made an impression I never
forgot.

In our sermons and in our lay exhorta-
tions we are very apt, when we want to
bring illustrations of dying triumph, to go
back to some distinguished parsonage
to a John Knox or a Harriet Newell. But
I want you for witnesses.

I want to know if you have ever seen
anything to makd you bolieve that the re-

ligion of Christ can give composure in the
final hour. Now, in the courts, attorney,
jury and judge will never admit mere
hearsay. They demand that the witness
must havo seon with his own eyes or heard
with his own ears, and so I am critical in
my examination of yoa now; and I want
to know whether you have seen or heard
anything that makes you believe that the
religion of Christ gives composure in the
final hour.

"Oh, yes," you say, "I saw my fathar
and mother depart. Thero was a great
difference in their death beds. Standing
by the one we felt more veneration. By
the other there was more tenderness."
Before the oiv you bowed perhaps in awe,
In tho other case you felt as if yon would
hko to go along with her. How did they
feel in that last hour? How did they
seem to act? Were they very much
frightened? Did they take hold of this
world with both hands, ns though they
did not want to give it up?

"Oh, no," you say; "no, I remember as
though it were yesterday; she had a kind
word for us all, and there were a few
mementoes distributed among the chil-

dren, and then she told us how kind we
must bo to our father in his loneliness,
and then sho kissed us gcd-b- y and weut i
asleep as a child in a cradle."

What made her so composed? Natural
courage?

"No," you say, "mother was very nerv-
ous: when the carriage inclined to the side
of the road she would cry out; she was al-

ways rather weakly."
What, then, gave her composure? Was

it because sho did not care much for you,
and the pangs of parting were not great?

"Oh," you say, "she showered upon us
a wealth of affection; no mother ever
loved her children more than mother love
us; she showed it by the way she nursed
us when we were sick, and she toiled for
us nntil her strength gave out."

What, then, was it tnat gave her com-

posure in the last hour? Do not bids- it.
Be frank and let me know.

"Oh," you say, it was because she was
so good; sho made the Lord her portion,
and she had faith that she would go
craight to glory and that we should all

meet her at last at tho foot of tho throne."
Here are people who say: "I saw a

Christian brother dte, and he triumphed."
And some one else: "I saw a Christian

sister die, and she triumphed."
Some one else will say: "I saw a Chris-

tian daughter die, and she tr'umphed."
Come, all ye who have sect the last mo

ments of a Christian; and give te 'niony
ia this cans oa. trial. uncover yoa
heads, pnt yoar hand oa' the old family
Bible, from which they asea to read
the promises, and promise la the pretence
of high Heaven that yoa will tell
the truth, the whole trash and
nothing but the troth. With what yoa
have seen with your own eyes, and from
what you have heard with your own oars,
is there power in this Gospel to give calm-
ness and triumph in the last exigency?
The response cornea from all sides, from
young and old, and middle-age-

We are witnesses.
You see, my friends, I have not put be-

fore yoa an abstraction, or a chimera, or
any thing like guess work. I present yoa
affidavits of the beat' men and women, liv-
ing or dead. Two witnesses in court will
establish a fact. Here are not two wit-

nesses, but thousands of witnessos on
earth millions ot witnesses, and in Heaven
a great multitude of witnesses that no
man can number, testifying that there is
power in this religion to convert the soul.
to give comfort in trouble and to afford
composure in the last hour.

If ten men should como to yoa when yoa
are sick with appalling sickness, and say
they had the same sickness, and took a
certain medicine and it cured them, yoa
would probably take it. Now suppose ten
other men should come up and say:

"We don't believe there is any thing in
that medicine." ,

"AVell," I say have yon ever tried it?"
"No. I nover tried it, but I don't beliove

there is any thing in it."
Of course yon discredit their testimony.

The skeptic may come and say:
"There is no power in your religion."
"Havo you over tried it?"
"No, no."
"Then, avannt!"
Let mo take the testimony of the millions

of pools that have been converted to God,
and comforted in trial, and solaced in the
last hour. We will take their testimony
as they cry:

We are witnesses I

Some time ago Prof. Henry, of Washing-
ton, discovered a new star, and the tidings
spread by submarine telegram, nnd all the
observatories of Europe were watching for
that new star. Oh, hearer, looking out
through tho darkness of thy soul, canst
thou see a bright light beaming on thee?

"Where?" you say, "where? How can I
find it?"

Look along by the line of the cross of tho
Son of God. Do you not see him trembling
with all tenderness and beaming with all
hope? It is the Star of Bethlehem.

Iieep horror then my vitals froze.
Death-struc- I ceased the tide to stem,

When suddenly a star aroso
It was the Star of Bethlehem.

Oh, hearer, get your eye on It. It ia
easier for you now to become Christians
than it is to stay awny from Christ and
Heaven. When Mme. Sontng began her
musical career she was hissed of the stage
at Vienna by the friends of her rival,
Amelia Steiningcr, who hnd already be-
gun to decline through her dissipation.
Years passed on, and one day Mme. Son-ta-

in her glory, was riding through the
streets of Berlin, when she saw a little
child leading a blind woman, and she
said:

"Come here, my little child, como here.
Who is that you are leading by the hand?"

And the little child replied:
"That's my mother; that's Amelia Stein

inger. She used to be a great singer, but
she lost her voice, and she cried so much
about it that she lost her eyesight."

"Give my love to her," said Mme. Son-ta-

"and tell her an old acquaintance will
call on her this afternoon."

Tho next week in Berlin a vast assem-
blage gathered at a benefit for that poor
blind womnn, and it was said that Mme.
Sontng sang that sight as she had
never sung before. And sho took a
skilled oculist, who in vain tried to
give eyesight to the poor blind
woman. Until the day of Amelia Stein-inger- 's

death, Mme. Sontag took care ol
her, and her daughter after her. That
was what the queen of song did forhei
cnemv.

But, oh. hear a more thrilling story still.
Blind, immortal, poor nnd lost, thou who,
whon tho world and Christ wero rivals for
thy heart, didst hiss thy Lord away
Christ comes now to give thee sight, t
give thee a home, to give theo Heaven.
With more than a Sontag's generosity he
comes now to'meet your need. With more
tbnn a Sontag's music he come to plead
for thy deliverance.

GIRLS AND BOYS.
Common-Sens- e nints for Their Gnldanoa

In Toothful Hours.
Young girls rarely are conscious of the

power they exert over theyoung men with
whom they aro brought into contact.
Their standards influence tho conduct ol
voung men while they aro in thoir pros-enc-

if at no other time.
A young lady who will allow loud and

boisterous conversation, familiar manner,
inelegant attitudes, careless reference to
rhurch and church members takss down
the barriers that should bs maintained be-
tween herself and her gentleman friends.

It may appear that she makes herself
mora attractive by this freedom, but it is
not so. No girl is attractive to a gentle-
man who does not maintain a gentle,
womanly dignity, and by her attitude pre-
vent a slipping away from the nicest con.
ventionalit.es of society. In the deeper
matters things affecting life in Its spirit-
ual and moral tide a girl hat a groatci
influence than the dreamt.

A very tafe rule governing the relations
between herslf and her gentleman
friends for a girl to make is to nevtr per-

mit a word, a tubjsct of conversation, to
take place between a gentleman and her
self that the would hesitate to have
spoken or discussed ia the presence of
father, mother or brother, and this will
be no bar to a pleasant, entertaining and
fun making intercourse, but it will pre-

vent the use of slang, tha discussion of til
ly themss and trifling with subjects that
are, and should bt, new. to every yiung
man and woman governed by refined and
righteous principles.

Girls love pretty things as naturally ae
the bees love aunshine. It ia not to be
granted that boys are not susceptible to
beauty in various shapes alto; but to the
feminine portion of humanity comes tha
greater share of the love of tha beautiful.
In the bom life, whrra to many girls aro
ot necessity kept until they are grown to
womanhood, the opportunity for beautify.
ing themselves aa well at their surrounJ-ing- s

is often lost because tha father
and occasion ly tha mother also,

has gronn to think that simple prettiness
is of ns possible use. Tbey have out-

grown their youthful thoughts, follies ia
their eyes now, and have learned to say,
What's its use! to every thing new.

If a girl in her home life be allowed to
rearrange the rooms according to her
tasf, to bring into the living room plants
or simply her flowers, to occasionally nvo
some new ornament, cheap in many rases
it may be, but havo its newness a thing of
beauty, and not have some one saying:
"It's useless; it can neither be eaten nor
worn" she will take much mora comfort,
and care much more for her father's homo.

There are fathers who love their
daughters as well as they know how and
still they never ailowtnem to tmnic money
or time can bo spent on any thing that is
not in itself of somo obvieus vso; they
pooh-poo-h at the idea ot a flower bed; they
object to vines on the house because they
are rubbish, and tao idea of a prettily fur
nlshodroom. either for tho family or for
tha daughter herself, Is an unheard of
folly.

When these girls go out from the barren
home life, what wonaer that they seldom
know how toad ia a pleasantly appointed
hornet and more, what wonder that the
trustiag, loving heart sometimes -- is toe)

easdy led astray through promise ef
pretty home. A. Y. Ikrald.

What the Protection Potley Haa Doae far
the Parmer ot the Country.

The effect of a protective tariff in the
German Empire has been to supply th
farmer with a home market for hie
grain. Germany has, for all practical
purposes, passed out of the list of grata.

I exporting nations. Her farmers ne
longer dread tho effect of the develop-
ment of England's East Indian wheat
fields; they are sure of a home market
for the feeding of the vast army of
manufacturing laborers which a pro-
tective policy has called into existence.
In this country the continually in-

creasing area of tho wheat fields haa
kept the grain supply in excess of the
home demand.' but the home demand
nevertheless, is increasing in greater
ratio than the home supply. In plaia
language, the United States now
exports a smaller proportion of
grain to the total crop than in
the free-tra- period, and will di-

minish that proportion as protection
continues to build up manufacturing;
nnd commercial centers.

Last year the United States exported
less than a part of its
oat crop, less than a twenty-fift- h of its
corn, raised less potatoes than it used
by 1,945,028 bushels, which it imported
from Canada and the British posses-
sions, and was also an importer of hay
to the amount of 92.175 tons. Wheat
is the only grain now raised for which
a foreign market is still nn absolute
necessity, and of this about th

of last year's crop was exported.
The total measure of the wheat crop

of 1886 was 457,218,000 bushels; that of
1850 was less than 91.000,000 bushels;
so that the increase of production
is much more than 400 per
cent, in thirty-si-x years, but the
increase in cxpoits has grown in
no such ratio. In fact, they have made a
marked decrease, being of the value of
$190,546,305 in 18S0, $167,698,485 in
1881, and only S72,9S3,097 in 1885.
while in 1886 the exports were loss than
58,000.000 bushels, at prices ranging
between 68 and 90 cents, 78 cents be-

ing the average.
These figures are conclusive as to the

rapid emancipation from fears of com-
petition with the pauper labor ol
India, which protection is working out
for the American farmer. They indi-
cate the near approach of a time when
the farmer will be supplied with a
home market for his grain, tho manu-
facturer with a home markot for his
goods, and the whole country

and, there-
fore, prosperous and happy. Chicago
Inter Ocean.

THE WOOL TARIFF.

tlow It Ilin Froreil of Immense Value te
the Country at Large.

Congress has made few graver mis-
takes thau in reducing the tariff upon
imported wool. Tho high tariff on
wool proved of immense advantage tc
the American farmers, and the growth
of the wool industry during the high
tariff period was of enormous propor-tions- .

"o give below a tabic showing
the increase in the number of sheep
and production of wool from 1850 tc
lfcSS- -

Sheep. Wool (16X
1CV) 51.7.3,1 "0 6?,51G,Kt
lSW) 21471.223 0O,2W911
1S70 28,477,' rl 100.10 ar
IS) 43.57b.8TO 235.G.8.8
1833 5U,KX,0U0 ajo.ooo.oM

In 18C1 the protective system wat
inaugurated. Fiom 1850 to 1860 the
increase in the number of sheep in the
entire country was only about 700,000.
From 1860 to 1870 the increase w
over 6,000,000. From 1860 to 188
the number of sheep had increased
about two and one-ha- lf times. In
1883 we raised six times the amount ol
wool that we did in 1850. In 1883 the
value of the wool crop was $120,000.-00-0,

and the value of tho mtittor
killed was $50,000,000. In 1883 out
woolen manufacturers consumed

pounds of wool, or 36.500.90C
pounds more than was raised in the
United States.

Every sensible man knows that it
wc had to depend upon England fot
our supply of wool and woolen goods;
that the latter country would at one
raise the price of both. The tariff on
wool tends to increase the price the
farmer gets for his wooL But the
enormous competition between the
American manufacturers themselves
in woolen goods keeps the price of the
latter at far less rates than they would
he if we ceased to manufacture af
home, and depended upon the foreign-mad- e

articles.
The tariff on wool has proved of im-

mense value to the country at large,
and the attacks now being made upon
this industry, by proposing to place
wool npon the free list, should be re-
garded as striking a deadly blow at
the interests of the farmer, and at-

tempting to ruin one of the most im-

portant industries of the country.
Cleveland Leader.

Wages and the Tariff.

An English writer, discussing thetA
tariff question, admits that, notwith-
standing the fact that higher wages
arc paid in the United States to working-

-men than in England, we are sup-
plying England and her colonies with
many manufactured goods, in direct
competition with English manufact-
urers. Some of his sentences are preg-
nant. For instance:

The average American workinc-ma- lives
one hundred per cent, better than the average
working man docs ia Great Britain, because bo
bas h ghcr wages and c&eaper food in greater
variety.

When the United Sutes adopt free trade,
or any thine approaching it, tke price of tabr
bt America triK come dojtn.

The attention of American working-me- n

of all classes is directed to the
above admissions. And, furthermore.,
they should remember that, if a great
reduction of wages in protected in-

dustries should be made, by the;
adoption of a "tariff for revenue"
policy in this country, wages would
fall all along the line. Every salaried
man, every man who works for hire,
vould share in the reduction. Noth-
ing is truer thau that a reduction of
wages along our industrial section,
brings a cut all along the line. Toledo
Blade.

Cleveland Sckoolma'anv "How d
they find the measurement of a ship?
Smart Youth "By means of the navj:
yard, ma'am."
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